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On that memorable morning, all Lahore seemed
to wake with a sense of great happenings* The sky
was clear and cloudless, and the citizens of the town
Ganga Ram loved so well came for their last darshan
of his ashes, It was an unforgettable sight. The
Town Hall gardens were filled with the restless
crowds of people, men and women, children and the
very old who had grown up side by side with him,
orphans and widows and the countless hundreds
who had known his silent charity,

Magnificently caparisoned Kotul horses, shining
with gold, champed at their reins* Groups of orphans
in their lovely Bhagwa clothes, circled round chant
ing hymns and praising their patron* But their
singing passed unheeded as the eager crowd strained
its eyes for a first glimpse of the procession.

** There it is,.,,,..,...there it is,,.,,.,. J* The crowd
was surging with excitement The dola was on
its way, radiant with freshly plucked roses, heavy-
scented, the starry motia, and other fragrant flowers*
Marigolds in golden profusion covered the sacred
ashes, and round them the white-robed crowd
rushed to help in carrying them along.

The long procession formed itself* Police on
horseback were followed by the capering horses
Then came the Gatka party with their swirling
sticks, and the Chhabeels that gave sharbat* cold and
tweet to the thirsty crowd*. The holy musk of the
Bbajanmandlies pierced the morning air in exultant
lor the glorious dead, who had died lull of